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on an expression of hard remoteness. Raising her eyes towards
the house, she could not resist saying:

"You've left the light on in your room!"

She regretted the words as soon as she had uttered them. He
hurried on so as to be free of her, ran up the steps, and sighed
with relief at finding the drawing-room empty, because it meant
that he could reach his study without meeting anybody. Safe
there at last, he sat down at his table, kneaded his care-worn face
with both hands, and once more made that motion of sweeping
something aside. . . . The dog's death was a nuisance. It wasn't
easy to find animals for his experiments. With all the ridiculous
nonsense that had been bothering him of late, he had lost some-
thing of his jgrip on things. Tve been relying too much on
Robinson ... he must have miscalculated the time of that last
injection.' The only solution would be to begin again. From
now on Robinson must confine his activities to taking the
animals' temperature, to collecting and analysing their urine. .. .

VI

A FAILURE of the current had brought the trams to a
standstill. They stood all along the boulevards, looking
like a procession of yellow caterpillars. It had needed this
incident to establish, at long last, some sort of direct contact
between Raymond Courreges and Maria Cross; not but what,
on the day following the Sunday when they had not seen one
another, a terrified feeling that they might never meet again had
laid hold on both, with the result that each had separately decided
to take the first step. But to her he was a shy schoolboy whom
the slightest thing might frighten; and how, he felt, should he
ever summon up enough courage to speak to a woman? Al-
though for. the first time she was wearing a light-coloured dress,